


Minecraft Origins: Forever Flames

by TurtleMaster217



Category: Minecraft
Genre: Adventure, Humor
Language: English
Characters: OC
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-09 05:06:48
Updated: 2016-04-09 05:06:48
Packaged: 2016-04-27 21:26:31
Rating: T
Chapters: 2
Words: 3,638
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Five heroes, all with different backstories, must band together to stop two different threats: the ruler of the Nether, who hopes to infect the Overworld with the Witherus virus, and a warlord who isn't everything that he seems.





	1. Prologue

**This prologue is much better, in my opinion. Also, if you have computer art skills and want to make me a cover for either this story or Pokemon Legends, please do so and send it to me at ****aidanalamo at yahoo dot com****! Thank you!**

In the beginning, Light was born out of the Darkness.

The two were constantly at war with each other, but at the same time they could not function without each other. Because of this, the Nine Elements, namely Fire, Water, Nature, Earth, Air, Ice, Lightning, Time, and Space, came into being to stop the war between the two.

During their time of peace, Light and Darkness worked together to create the multiverse and all of its dimensions: Water, Air, and Nature created the Overworld, with its vast forests and beautiful landscapes; Fire and Earth created the Nether, a place where lost souls would go to rest; Ice and Lightning created the End, a landscape that would hold the dimensions together; and finally, Darkness and Light populated the multiverse with creatures, both sentient and not, of their own creation.

Finished with their work, Light and Darkness named their multiverse. Minecraftia was held together by Time and Space, and peace ruled the lands.

Sadly, that peace was soon broken.

Darkness, mad with the lust for power, killed Light and took control of the Elements. However, during the massive power struggle, parts of the Elements' souls came to the Overworld, finding human hosts. These humans, known as Elementals, were known among their kind as people with great power. Together, the Elements defeated Darkness and sealed him away, hoping that he'd never been seen again…

**Make sure to check the AN at the end of Chapter One for some important news. Thanks for reading!**


	2. Timepiece

**For those of you who read the original version of this story on the Minecraft Forums, this part may seem a bit more familiar. Thanks for reading!**

The first thing he noticed was that he was nameless.

He sat up in his bed, pushing away the red blanket that covered him. He appeared to be in a one-room shack that hadn't been cleaned in quite a while. Books and papers lay in piles across the floor, and cobwebs lurked in the musty corners and crevices of the room. A crafting table and furnace inhabited the wall adjacent to his bed.

Where was he?

_Who _was he?

He looked down at his hands, then down further at what he was wearing. A red shirt, black pants, and tennis shoes. By the side of his bed rested an empty green backpack that he decided to sling over his shoulder. He stood up, feeling that he hadn't done so in a long time.

"TurtleMaster217."

The name came to him suddenly, as if it had been lost in the wind for centuries, waiting for someone to claim it. He scratched his chin thoughtfully. Turtle had a good ring to it.

Turtle pushed open the oak wood door that led to the outside world, shivering as the cold air and colder rain assaulted him. He observed the blocky terrain, noting that he was in a Plains biome, and it was some time in the early morning. A plethora of different animals and plants resided in the field, including horses, sheep, dandelions, and poppies. Turtle frowned. Why could he remember animals and locations, but nothing about himself?

In the distance, shrouded in torchlight, was a chest. Turtle approached the box cautiously, just in case some ungodly being had set a trap for him to find upon waking up. He lifted the top and peeked inside. The chest's contents included a wooden axe, a wooden pickaxe, some apples, and some logs of oak wood. Turtle took the items and put them into his pack, keeping the axe handy just in case of monsters.

As lightning flashed overhead, Turtle strained his mind to its extent, attempting to remember anything about his past. Yet, as hard as he tried, his friends, family, and everything else still managed to evade him. He sighed, then decided to do some exploring.

The shack was on the very edge of the plains, bordered by an oak and birch forest. Turtle entered the swath of trees, deciding to collect some wood for the road. After chopping down a few trees, lightning flashed again, and the squeal of a pig was silenced. Turtle gulped.

Where the pig used to be, a terrifying creature stood tall. A revolting mix of swine and undead, the Zombie Pigman held a fiery gold sword that stood out against the misty terrain. The beast observed his surroundings, then set his murderous gaze on Turtle, who shakily held his axe at the ready.

The Pigman charged, blade swinging wildly. Turtle dodged to the left, slamming the butt of his axe into the back of the Pigman's skull. The creature roared, then swung his sword backwards, catching the axe's handle and cutting it in half. Turtle stared at his shattered weapon for a second, then sprinted back towards the shack, the Pigman right on his tail.

Turtle's mind whirled as he ran, thinking of a way to buy himself some time. After a minute, an idea popped into his head. Taking a sudden turn, he caught the Pigman off guard as he ran deeper into the forest. Turtle climbed a tree, waiting.

Cautiously, the Pigman traversed deeper into the forest. Wary of a trap, the hellish being attempted to sniff out his nemesis. After a few seconds, it located its target. However, those few seconds were all the time Turtle needed.

Jumping out of the tree, Turtle launched his assault on the brute, landing quite a few blows before being pushed backwards. The Pigman once again attempted to swipe at Turtle, but the amnesiac was too fast. The golden sword became lodged in a birch tree, and, pulling with all of his might, the Pigman removed his blade at the expense of the tree itself. The sword flew into the air.

Turtle jumped over the fallen tree and onto the Pigman. Using his momentum, he pushed off of the beast's head and caught the sword flawlessly. Turtle kicked backwards, sending the Pigman reeling. Then, while the Pigman was down, Turtle slammed his sword hilt into the its skull. The monster crumpled, unconscious.

Turtle smiled at having defeated his adversary. He looked at his prize, and noticed something strange. The golden sword had a word engraved on it, which was written across the blade. The word was glowing with fiery energy.

_Doomsblade._

* * *

><p>He was there, in the heat of battle, bow in hand, arrow nocked, ready to fire. But now, looking back...it all just seemed like a bad dream.<p>

Protoshield86 stared out the window of his rather small jungle treehouse, thinking about what had happened weeks ago. Their trip to the Nether, the battle with the Wither, losing his father's old bow, the Molten Fury. And now, because of him, Jameson and Celestia were dead. If it was the last thing he'd ever do, he was going to get revenge.

The sound of a blade striking wood startled Proto out of his thoughts. He looked down to find some figure attempting to chop down the tree that held up his house. From what Proto could see, the figure was a teenager, wore jeans, a blue tunic, and a blue cap. Proto rolled his eyes. _You've got to be kidding me._

"Hey, you!"

The figure looked up a Proto slid down a cluster of vines. Proto landed on his feet, facing Blue-Cap, who looked bored. "Yes?"

"Can you stop trying to chop down my house?"

Blue-Cap looked up at the treehouse, then back down at Proto. "You call that a house?"

"It's...liveable. Now, I'd appreciate it if you stopped trying to chop it down. I don't want to have to get Jeb's guards."

Blue-Cap looked like he was weighing his options. He shrugged. "Fine. See you around." Blue-Cap started to walk away, but suddenly came to a halt, listening intently. He frowned. "Do you hear that?"

Proto listened intently, but heard nothing but the sound of falling rain. "I don't-"

The teen suddenly tackled Proto, and the duo landed in a clump of bushes. Proto started to say something, but Blue-Cap covered his mouth with his hand. Blue-Cap stared out into the rain, waiting.

Within a few seconds, two figures entered the clearing. One of the figures was female, and wore a tight-fitting black and purple leather jumpsuit. The other was male, and wore a midnight blue bandana. Both carried iron swords.

"Are you sure he's around here? I thought I saw him run the other way."

The woman hushed her male companion. She ran her hand along the tree that held up Proto's treehouse, stopping on the spot where Blue-Cap had attempted to chop it down. "No, he definitely came this way." She looked up at the treehouse, then back at her companion. "Check the treehouse. I'm going deeper."

The woman exited, and the man started climbing up the vines that led to the treehouse. Once he was out of sight, Blue-Cap released his grip on Proto. "Say anything and I end you."

"You're a criminal! I should turn you in!"

"You're right about me being a criminal, but those two aren't exactly clean either. Did they look like Jeb's guards? No, they're members of a group of thieves that I used to be a part of. Korrina's probably afraid that I'm gonna let slip the location of their hideout, but I honestly don't want to have anything to do with them anymore."

"Who's Korrina?"

"The girl who just left. Terrible human being, in more ways than one. I used to have a thing with her, but then I found out that she's slept with pretty much every guy in the Thieves Guild."

"And who are you?"

Blue-Cap stood proudly. "Kilster909, at your service. Redstone engineer, fair swordsman and archer, and former thief. Now you know my story, why don't you tell me yours?"

* * *

><p>"3...2...1…"<p>

As it had many times before, TarisserTheWolfy's heart pounded. She was great in combat, but the rush of adrenaline that the survival games gave her never left. She glanced around at her competition. No one seemed very intimidating, except for the girl to her right. She sported black hair and eyeliner and wore a skull t-shirt and torn jeans. _She might be trouble_, Risser thought.

A note block sounded, and Risser turned heel and ran away from the cornucopia and into the forest. After noticing a chest, Risser changed direction. She looted an iron sword, golden boots, a chainmail helmet, some bones, and a…

_Wolf spawn egg?_

Raising her eyebrows, Risser flung the object to the ground. A wolf appeared where the egg shattered, looking up at Risser expectantly. Shrugging, she gave the canine a bone, and another, and another. After the fourth and final bone, the wolf decided he liked Risser. Petting her new dog, Risser glanced up at the sky. "Hmm...I'll call you Linky." The dog barked, and, smiling at her new companion, Risser headed deeper into the forest, noting that her first chest hadn't given her any food.

After looting another couple of chests (she managed to replace her golden boots with iron ones and donned a leather chestplate and leggings) and munching on some apples, Risser realized that she still hadn't run into anyone yet. Frowning, Risser threw Linky a piece of steak then headed back to the cornucopia. Wary of traps, Risser cautiously approached the center, Linky right on her tail. The scoreboard said there were only three people left: TarisserTheWolfy, nalanisnotonfire, and TurtleMaster217.

Suddenly, Linky whipped around, growling at an approaching figure. Risser followed his line of sight to find the black-haired girl from earlier, who now wore full iron armor and carried a diamond sword. Nalani smiled sinisterly.

"What's the matter, Risser?" Her eyes flickered up towards the scoreboard. "Or are you TurtleMaster217? You don't look very slow to me."

"Who is TurtleMaster217? I don't remember seeing them at the beginning."

"No idea," Nalani replied, smirking. "It doesn't matter, anyways. I'll take care of you and your mutt first, and then I'll get rid of whoever 'Turtle' is."

Risser raised her eyebrows. "If you think you can get rid of me or my 'mutt' that easily, you've got another thing coming."

Nalani raised her sword. "So it begins."

Risser charged forward, Linky on her heels. Nalani stood at the ready, and easily blocked Risser's first swing, pushing her back. Linky, on the other hand, managed to sink his teeth into Nalani's leg. Growling in pain, she kicked the dog to the side and raised her sword in the nick of time, blocking Risser's next attack. Noting that Nalani had a defensive, wear-you-down style of battling, Risser decided to retreat back to the forest.

Nalani sprinted after Risser and Linky, but couldn't catch up to the duo due to her armor weighing her down and Risser's unnatural speed. After a bit of running, Nalani lost sight of her competition. She continued cautiously, wary of a surprise attack. Unfortunately for her, that was exactly what Risser had in mind.

Once Nalani was out of sight, Risser took cover behind a tree and waited for the sound of approaching footsteps. Linky, on the other hand, hid in a bush nearby, hoping to jump out at the perfect time. When the sound of clinking armor drew closer, Risser drew her sword and jumped out from behind the tree, landing a few good hits to her chest and abdomen before once again being pushed back.

"I must admit," Nalani said between breaths, "you're pretty good at this."

"I know," Risser replied with a smirk. "Now!"

Linky hopped out of his bush, raking Nalani's right arm with his silver claws. Grunting in pain, Nalani kicked the canine away, and he was sent straight into a tree. Linky lay in a heap on the ground, unconscious.

Nalani took off her helmet and threw it to the ground, where it shattered into pieces. She cracked her neck. "Let's finish this."

Letting the fear of Linky's safety drive her, Risser charged once again. The two exchanged a series of blows, and for a few seconds it looked like Risser had the upper hand. However, Nalani finally managed to land a lucky hit, knocking Risser's sword out of her hand. Then, pushing her opponent to the ground, Nalani raised her sword above her head, ready to deliver the final blow. Risser stared up at her foe in fear, waiting for the inevitable.

Suddenly, a golden sword with the word "Doomsblade" engraved on it sprouted out of Nalani's stomach. Gasping in pain, she disappeared in a flash of red light. Nalani's killer stood in a fighting stance, but promptly dropped his sword. "Oh my God, is she dead?"

The figure looked to be in his late teens, and wore a red shirt, black pants, tennis shoes, and a green backpack. Risser laughed at his shocked expression. "Nah, she respawned back at the hub. And now that she's dead, I guess that means that my only competition is...you?"

"Wait, what? Competition? I just saved your life!"

"You must be new to the survival games." Risser stood up, brushing herself off. She stuck out her hand. "TarisserTheWolfy, but call me Risser if you want to stay on my good side."

"TurtleMaster217," the sword-wielder replied, shaking Risser's hand. "But, uh, call me Turtle."

Linky, who was now conscious, limped over to Turtle and sniffed him. Risser smiled. "I think he likes you." She tossed her dog a pork chop and started walking back to the cornucopia. "Care to tell me a bit about yourself?"

"I woke up in a shack not to far from here, without any memory of who I am. After having a bit of a run-in with a Zombie Pigman and claiming his sword, I started looking for civilization. I found this place, and everyone was killing everyone else. I hope that isn't normal."

Risser laughed. "No, only in the survival games and other competitions like that." She sighed. "There's no way I'm going to kill you, because if you're telling the truth, you have no idea what I'm talking about. You could kill me, if you want. I'll respawn back at the hub, don't worry, and you can walk away with your backpack full of emeralds."

Turtle's eyes widened. "I'm not going to kill you!"

Risser raised her eyebrows. "It's not killing if I respawn."

"It's still wrong! Plus, I just saved your life. Killing you now would make no sense."

Risser shrugged. "Well, your loss." She glanced up at the scoreboard, which now declared Nalani as the winner due to her being the last person in the arena who was willing to kill someone else. "No point in sticking around now. I'm out of here." Risser started to walk away, but Turtle stopped her.

"Could you tell me where the nearest village is?"

Risser thought for a moment before speaking. "There aren't many villages nearby, but there is a city by the coast. You could go there and look for Dinnerbone. He could probably help you out."

"Okay, thanks. See you around." And, with that, Turtle ran back the way he came. Risser frowned. She had a feeling that they'd see each other again sometime soon...

* * *

><p>"Thanks for leading your thieves to my house," Proto said sarcastically.<p>

Proto and Kilster had left the jungle and were now walking through a Plains biome. After the male Thieves Guild member had finished checking Proto's house, he decided it would be funny to light it on fire. Now homeless, Proto decided he would look for a place to live in Jeb's kingdom, while Kilster decided to tag along, just to get away from Korrina.

"Now it _really _can't be considered a house," Kilster laughed.

Proto rolled his eyes. "I hate you."

"I know."

After a short, uncomfortable silence, Kilster spoke again. "You still haven't told me your story. What were you doing alone, in the middle of the jungle?"

Proto sighed. "It's a long story. One that I certainly don't trust you with."

Kilster shrugged. "Fair point." The duo continued in silence. After climbing a hill, the two stared down at a city that lined the coast, which was bustling with activity. "Looks like we're here."

Proto turned to Kilster. "Now what're you going to do? You aren't coming with me, if that's what you had in mind."

"Wasn't planning on it. I'll stick around for a bit, maybe cause some trouble." He smiled. "See you around." And, with that, Kilster ran down the hill, tripping and crashing into the ground. Proto facepalmed.

"Well, he seems like a douche."

Proto jumped at the sound of another voice, and turned to find a teen carrying a golden sword standing on the hill next to him. He stared down at the city. "This is Jeb's place, right?"

Proto nodded an affirmative. "Who are you?"

The figure shrugged. "No clue, but I think I'm about to find out." He turned to find Proto, whose eyebrows were raised. "Call me Turtle. I have amnesia, I think. Do you know anyone named Dinnerbone? I think he can help me."

"The king's brother? Yeah, I think he lives in the sewers."

"That's unsanitary. Well, I'd best be going." Turtle started to walk down the hill, but stopped when alarms blared from inside the city. "What in the Nether is that?"

Proto sighed. "I think Kilster just caused some trouble."

* * *

><p>Breaking the time-space continuum was fun.<p>

Once again losing the ones he loved, however, was not.

Warnado125 stared into the mirror, his expression unreadable even by him. His eyes were bloodshot, and held some sort of sadness within their purple irises. He decided he'd have to keep his hood up so that no one would see them.

The quarter-demon wore a black cloak with red highlights. On his right arm, he wore a strange gauntlet with unimaginable power. He radiated an aura of darkness, and was well known among the Paganum for the unsettling atmosphere he carried. He smiled into the mirror, gritting his teeth.

Warnado strode into his living room, sitting on an armchair. The room was strange, filled with different magical artifacts and the like. A crystal ball sat on a table in the center of the room, a diamond sword was propped up against the wall, and a letter was hung on the wall. Warnado glanced at the letter for a second, then forced himself to look away.

Warnado knew perfectly well that what had happened was his fault, and that the world had altered as a side effect of his actions. The people who should be dead were walking, and the dimensional balance was imploding on itself. Warnado stared at the crystal ball, waiting.

After a moment, purple smoke rose on the once-clear surface of the orb. A face materialized, frowning at Warnado through hazy eyes. The man looked tired, stressed, and worried.

"He plans on attacking the Wither first. He's after the Nether Star."

Warnado's eyes widened. "You don't mean…"

The man in the sphere sighed. "Yes, I do. If you want to make up for what you've done, now's the time to do it. Your mother's ramblings about you being a hero weren't wrong."

Warnado nodded. "Let's get down to business, then, shall we?"

**Yeah, I know, chapters have been a bit slow recently. Unfortunately, they're going to be slow until about the end of April. School's been kicking my ass recently, and play practice runs until late, too. When I get home, relaxation is my priority. I'll write whenever I can, though, so don't worry too much. Next chapter of Legends will be up soon.**

**~Turtle**


End file.
